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“What? I’m baking. With my mom,” Percy says, and then he winces, his 
body flinching away from Jason as if in pain. “That doesn’t make sense. My 
head hurts.” 


“You being here doesn’t make sense,” Jason speaks slowly, carefully, as if 
Percy’s some spooked animal. Apollo just stares at his unseeing eyes, a bad 


feeling sinking in his gut. “I was just thinking before you showed up, it’d be 
useful to have you here, but this is—” 


Suddenly, Percy’s eyes snap into focus, and he looks right at Jason. “I heard 
you calling. You were thinking about me?” 


Jason blinks and gapes, probably from the whiplash of Percy’s changing 
attitude. “I—yes? Percy... did you get abducted again?” 


“1 don’t think that’s it,’ Apollo mumbles, looking him up and down, 
because there’s something strangely familiar about this, but, as usual, 
everyone ignores him. If he was handsome, this wouldn’t happen as often. 


For Perpollo Week, Day 3: 
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Percy Jackson stays dramatically, concerningly quiet after Apollo explains 
his mortality situation. His expression is neutral, frozen, too still; like it's 
carved in stone. His breathing seems to have frozen, as well, and there's 
something about it that disturbs him, but he can't put his finger on it and he 
is still the most important person with the bigger issues in the room, so he 
shrugs it off. 


“And this isn't the first time you’ve been punished like this?” Percy asks, 
and Apollo nods. “So Zeus can just... take it away, make you look like 
that?” 


Apollo pouts. “I... yes. As long as it's within the plans of the Fates, he can 
do whatever he wants.” 


“What did you do before?" Percy presses, and Apollo now fully frowns. He 
gets it might be enjoyable to hear about gods toppling, but he isn't in the 
mood to be made fun of right now—or ever. “You know, to get those 
punishments?” 


“T participated in a coup, along with your father, to topple Zeus from his 
throne. It would've worked, too, if you ask me,” Apollo sighs. Now that 
would've been an ideal world. “The other time, I killed the makers of his 


bolts because he killed my son for being so good at his job that he brought 
someone back to life.” 


“Oh,” Percy pauses, blinking. “You just offended him.” 
Apollo nods, still frowning. “Deeply, yes.” 


“Is there a way to make that permanent?” 


“Perseus,” Apollo shakes his head in horror, taking a step back. “As far as 
I'm concerned, no. Or at the very least, I'd rather not know. This isn't 
funny.” 


Seemingly realizing Apollo is genuinely disturbed by his question, Percy 
blinks for the first time in a while, that Apollo's noticed, and blushes a little. 
He can't help but appreciate the color; Percy looks devilishly handsome 
today. Strikingly like his father, sure, but there's a clear distinction there that 
he can only imagine comes from his mother and his baby fat having 
disappeared. Every single one of his features is extremely handsome, 
gorgeous, pretty. 


His fingers are long and strong, his hair is fashionably wind-swept, and his 
eyes, already vibrant before, now seem to swirl in tones of sea greens and 
blues and grays with the light. He has to admit, Poseidon's better children 
have always been handsome, extremely beautiful, but what he can only 
assume are Sally Jackson's genes make Percy appear perfect. 


If he didn't know him, he'd mistake him for a god, which only makes 
Apollo feel even more upset about Lester. Ugh. Disgraceful. 


But Percy drops them off at camp, either way, which is not ideal, but it’s the 
only good thing that’s come out of his few hours as a mortal so far. When 
the disease spirits corner them, they seem especially wary of Percy—which 
is a little offensive, he’s the god here, after all—and he seems to have no 
issue whatsoever holding his breath, which also feels unfair. Lester’s body, 
it seems, is not made for dangerous activities, and he resents this fact with 
passion. 


“Apollo,” Percy says to him, before he leaves, glancing nervously at the 
cops and then at him. He seems to have been lucky to not catch any colds, 
no doubt thanks to his good metabolism—children of Poseidon are rarely 
sickly. “I, uh, ’'m coming over this weekend, okay? I have... I have a few 
questions—” 


Apollo sets his hands on his shoulders, squeezing those lovely toned arms. 
“Why, Perseus, it’d be my pleasure to—” 


“Can we go?” Meg interrupts, making Apollo scowl. They were having a 
moment. Meg has no idea how long he’s been waiting to have a moment 
with Percy Jackson. Ugh. “I’m hungry.” 


Percy shrugs Apollo’s hands off and starts walking backwards, nodding. 
“Yeah, you should get to it. Pll see you this weekend. Don’t do anything I 
wouldn't do!” 


Then he turns and proceeds to charm the cops’ pants off. Lucky bastards. 


Apollo, in turn, focuses on not dying, which he feels like he’s failing 
spectacularly at—and at everything else, too—until Percy Jackson comes 
back and so does his hope. Funny how a pretty boy doing backflips and 
Sliding down poles can make everything okay. At the very least, it’s 
motivational. 


Among the chaos of camp being wrecked, Meg running away, Leo coming 
back and his quest looking much more dangerous than he could’ve ever 
imagined, Apollo forgets about Percy wanting to ask him some questions. 
He only remembers when he watches him go back to Manhattan, when he’s 
saying goodbye to Chiron and Calypso and Leo, but by then it’s too late, 
and Apollo has other priorities. 


Still, Percy turns his head towards him, as if hearing his thoughts, and their 
eyes meet. Percy nods, and Apollo feels slightly choked up as he 
remembers his words of encouragement from earlier. Percy shoots him the 
tiniest, most hesitant smile ever, and he gets the feeling that they’ll be 
seeing each other again sooner than expected. 


He doesn’t brace himself for it, which, he comes to learn when standing off 
to the side while Piper gets some of Caligula’s henchmen to hand over their 
things, he really should have, because a hand falls on his shoulder from 
behind and Apollo shrieks so hard he almost trips over Meg. 


“Percy?” Jason exclaims, as Apollo turns in a panic, a hand already 
reaching for his combat ukulele. Percy Jackson stands before them looking 
incredibly confused, his eyes unfocused, blinking as if unseeing. He’s 
wearing an apron and there’s cookie dough all over his face. Jason reaches 


out and lays a hand on his shoulder to steady him. “Dude— are you okay? 
What are you doing here?” 


Percy blinks again, very slowly, and then frowns, still not looking directly 
at them. “Jason? What are you doing here?” 


Uh. 


“You’re the one that showed up here,” Meg says what he and Jason are 
thinking, as tactless as ever. Apollo sets a hand on her shoulder, which she 
shrugs off. Gods, he isn’t liking Meg’s avenger phase. “What’s up with 
you? Why are you wearing that?” 


“What? I’m baking. With my mom,” Percy says, and then he winces, his 
body flinching away from Jason as if in pain. “That doesn’t make sense. My 
head hurts.” 


“You being here doesn’t make sense,” Jason speaks slowly, carefully, as if 
Percy’s some spooked animal. Apollo just stares at his unseeing eyes, a bad 
feeling sinking in his gut. “I was just thinking before you showed up, it’d be 
useful to have you here, but this is—” 


Suddenly, Percy’s eyes snap into focus, and he looks right at Jason. “I heard 
you calling. You were thinking about me?” 


Jason blinks and gapes, probably from the whiplash of Percy’s changing 
attitude. “I—yes? Percy... did you get abducted again?” 


“T don’t think that’s it,’ Apollo mumbles, looking him up and down, 
because there’s something strangely familiar about this, but, as usual, 
everyone ignores him. If he was handsome, this wouldn’t happen as often. 


“No way,” Percy shakes his head, looking around the beach. “No way, 
right? I— well, I’m not missing any memories that I can tell.” 


“You wouldn’t be able to know if you’re missing them,” Meg points out, 
which is really not helpful. However, before they can start going into a 


collective identity crisis with Percy, Piper calls them over. Meg wrinkles her 
nose. “You’re coming, then?” 


Percy blinks blankly at her. “Coming where?” 


Jason explains it all on their way to the ships, and Percy nods along to every 
word, frowning, scratching cookie dough off his face (he fails), that 
demigod-quest mindset clearly settling in. Apollo tries to question him 
about how he ended up here—how he’s feeling, if he’s dizzy, but he can’t 
babysit him and Meg at the same time, so he gets nowhere with that. 


He doubts a god dropped Percy off. With Artemis forbidden to even interact 
with him, let alone directly help him, there’s no one else who would be so 
kind as to drop a rather useful quest partner into his lap for him. He’s 
getting an idea, in the back of his mind, of how this could be, but he’d 
rather not jump to conclusions. He fears the repercussions of speaking 
something like that into existence. 


“So I can’t just sink them?” Percy asks, looking at the fleet as Piper and 
Jason go up ahead. He doesn’t seem at all intimidated by the sheer size of 
them, let alone the number, and Apollo doesn’t know if that’s reassuring or 
worrying. 


“We need the shoes,” Apollo clears his throat. “Once we have the shoes, 
you’re free to honor your father with these ships. I would also appreciate 
the sacrifice, you know—” 


They get caught. As they bring them on board, Percy takes advantage of a 
second of distraction and jumps the pandai leader; water shoots out, and the 
rest of the henchmen are too spooked, too taken aback by it to do anything 
other than sounds of surprise when they get dragged into the depths of the 
ocean. 


It’s over so quickly that Apollo stands frozen for several seconds, watching 
Percy single-handedly—literally—hold down the pandai leader, a hand over 
his mouth, the other pressing an ear painfully against the ground so that he 
wont fly away, as he straddles his back. 


“Well?” Percy asks, seemingly not finding this display of quick, raw power 
worth noting. “Let’s interrogate him. Where are Caligula’s shoes?” 


The pandai is too scared to tell them anything other than the truth, even if 
he’s mean about it. Apollo just needs to play a few infernal chords, though, 
and he’s quick to spill the beans. Piper and Jason keep exchanging 
concerned looks throughout the whole ordeal, and Apollo feels excluded, 
because he’s also concerned, and he feels like he has a better idea about 
what’s going on. 


They decide to split up, because there’s no way people won’t notice five 
demigods walking around freely, especially with Lester’s head having a 
price. Meg runs towards Caligula before they can properly decide teams, 
and Jason runs after her promising to keep her safe. Percy goes to follow, 
but Piper grabs him by the wrist. 


“We need a powerhouse here, too,” she shamelessly gestures at Lester. “He 
can only do so much. But, Percy—don’t jump the shark too hard, okay? We 
don’t know who put you here.” 


Percy presses his lips together. Apollo catches what seems like guilt in his 
eyes, but it quickly fades away as he nods, his expression devoid of 
emotion. “You're right. Let's go.” 


Things go... extremely well. It's too easy with Percy on their side. The three 
of them sneak their way through the fleet; on one occasion, they sing their 
way through one of the boats, which leads Apollo to discovering that 
between Piper and Percy, Lester's voice is absolute dogshit. He almost 
weeps because of it. 


They also do some bonding. “You and Jason broke up?” 


Piper stops looking at Caligula's dresses and wrinkles her nose at Percy. 
“Don't spread it? It's... complicated. But I'm fine. What I'm not fine with is 
him playing martyr and keeping that prophecy from me.” 


“Fair. I’ve had prophecies kept from me before,” Percy nods, and looks at a 
pair of boat shoes. Apollo hopes he isn't planning on taking on his father's 


fashion sense. “Apollo, are you sure that the prophecy can't be changed?” 


He scoffs. “It's a prophecy, Perseus. Not even the Fates can change what is 
already written. That's why these god-emperors are dangerous—if Python 
controls prophecy, he shapes fate. Fate makes sure the future happens. It's a 
wheel.” 


Percy stares at him, and something about his calm expression is eerie. “Are 
you sure?” 


Apollo frowns at him. “I'd like to see you prove otherwise.” 


It's the wrong thing to say, because Percy gets this glint in his eyes that 
looks a little too unnatural and sends a shiver of human fear down his spine, 
down to his very core. His suspicions are starting to look more and more 
likely, and as Percy looks at Piper, Apollo wonders if he's witnessing the 
birth of something bigger than Zeus knew when he sent him on his trials. 


The horse breaks in. 


Before Piper can get attacked by the strength of an immortal, talking steed, 
Percy stands between them and takes the full brunt of it, hoofs against his 
face. 


Percy barely blinks. “Yo, what the fuck? No one told me there was a horse.” 
Apollo almost passes out as Incitatus reels back, visibly nervous. “A son of 
Neptune? I knew the smell of seaweed wasn't just the beach. It mixes 


awfully with Lester's pathetic scent.” 


“T resent that!” Apollo lets out, despite still gaping at what just went down. 
Percy stares at him weirdly. 


“You understand the horse?” 
Piper screams. “Horse, down!” 


Despite already being tired, Piper's charmspeak drips with all her power, 
and Incitatus actually sits. He shoots Piper the equivalent of a dirty look on 


a horse. “Disgusting human females.” 


“That's weirdly misogynistic,” Apollo says, and then looks at Percy, who 
still seems shocked that Apollo can understand the horse. He is offended by 
the implication that he's the weird one here, but they don't have time for 
this. “Incitatus probably didn't come alone. Reinforcements are sure to get 
here soon. Percy, command the horse to stay here.” 


“T can't do that,” Percy shakes his head. “I don't know charmspeak. Besides, 
only horses that like my dad listen to me.” 


Apollo has a feeling that's not the case anymore, but he's too nervous to 
explain. “Try it anyways.” 


“Get away from me, you two-legged enslaver—” 


“Incitatus, stay,” Percy orders, and Incitatus shuts up, huffs in discomfort, 
but doesn't move. Apollo can actually feel the power rippling through the 
air, and so does Piper, because she visibly shivers. It's the weirdest thing 
he's ever seen, and Apollo's lived a long, long time. “Uh, what now?” 


“We get Jason and Meg, and you sink this fucking fleet,” Piper says, and 
Apollo isn't one to protest the choices of someone with that expression. 
Piper would make a wonderful legion leader, if trained. She has the attitude. 
Simple but efficient. “Let's go.” 


Things go awry. 


Jason and Meg were caught at some point. Piper gets surprise-struck by a 
white pandai who looks like he'd like to be anywhere but here, so she's out. 
Medea and Caligula taunt them about holding Meg and Jason hostage and 
close to their death. There's not much they can do without compromising 
everything. 


Apollo's thinking about the arrow of Dodona in his quiver and Caligula's 
wish to be a god when Percy extends a hand out. 


“What do you think you're doing?” Caligula asks, stepping forward. He 
seems unafraid of Percy, which is rather naive in Apollo's eyes—but they 
don't know what he knows. He had almost forgotten about it. “If a single 
wave moves, Perseus Jackson—” 


“Shut up,” Percy snaps, and Caligula chokes in indignity. Even in an apron 
and with cookie dough clinging to his face, he is intimidating. “You think 
you're gonna be a god? You?” 


Caligula sputters. “It's my right—!” 


The whole ship groans and actually moves. Medea and Caligula stand 
frozen, for a single second, and then she seems to recognize something in 
Percy, perhaps the same thing Apollo has, and she drops the wind spirits, 
dropping Jason and Meg on the floor with panic in her eyes. 


“No!” She screams. “It can't be! No one warned us—” 


Piper was, apparently, awake, because Medea suddenly finds herself with 
an armful of angry, vengeful teenage girl with a very shiny, pointy knife. 
Meg follows, and between them they should be able to handle her. Still, 
Apollo recognizes the danger and throws himself at the fighting women in 
order to guarantee Piper and Meg live, even if it's at his own expense; the 
noise of Caligula's entire fleet moving fills their ears and makes it 
impossible to hear anything. 


Which is when lightning strikes and Jason decides to join the fight. 


The ship starts sinking. It parts. Percy stands at the middle of it all, keeping 
his eyes on Caligula, who's pulled out his own weapon. Piper gets her knife 
in Medea and just for good measure Apollo takes her pouch and breaks her 
bottles all over her face. Then they watch. 


Caligula avoids Percy and targets Jason, but it’s futile. Percy is a devil. He 
moves too fast and strikes too hard for a demigod and there's no doubt in his 
mind that Caligula can only handle it because he himself is a pseudo- 
immortal. Jason would be a third-wheel if he wasn't raised Roman; he 
knows how to play support. Caligula has no chance, and yet... 


He remembers Leo circumventing the prophecy of the Seven. He 
remembers Jason telling him about Herophile's word games, and his 
resolution to save Piper. Balance must be restored. A sacrifice must be 
made. 


If the prophecy of the Seven started with Jason, Leo, and Piper, and it ended 
with them, then one of them has to go. Apollo hates it but it's a dance that 
he's familiar with; you don't cheat the Fates. If you do, someone else will 
pay the price. He knows this down to his bones, his very core, a knowledge 
too great for Lester's insignificant existence. 


He watches the almost desperate look in Percy's eyes. Not even gods can 
jump over this rule. 


It happens easily enough: Percy miscalculates, Caligula gets too close, and 
Jason jumps in. Percy's eyes widen and he moves even faster to avoid 
what's coming, but even that is too late; Jason gets stabbed, Caligula twists 
it in. 


Jason meets his eyes. Makes him promise. And then his brother dies. 


Piper is screaming. Meg is trying to escape his hold. Apollo holds onto 
them and brings them in, forces them to look away. Piper doesn't but she 
Stays, already sobbing. Percy closes in on Caligula and both Apollo and 
Piper watch him corner him, gripping Riptide too tight, shaking. 


A wave crashes and the water takes them. 


Later, as Piper sobs over Jason's body in her father's arms, Apollo listens to 
her words and leaves—but all he does is take Meg back to Mellie and 
Hedge and Grover. Then, he scours every beach he can. 


When he finds Percy, a storm is still brewing. Rain falls, heavy and 
overbearing. Every droplet feels like a teardrop, which makes Percy's blank 
expression unsurprising. 


Apollo sits next to him, not caring about the wet sand, about the sea water, 
or the rain. “How long, Perseus?” 


Percy brings his legs up to his chest, crossing his arms over his knees. 
“Tartarus.” 


Apollo's breath catches. “More than six months.” 


“Almost a year,” Percy confirms, and then his voice breaks. “Apollo, I 
didn't mean to. I really didn't.” 


“I know,” Apollo nods. Ascending in Tartarus... “No one in your position 
would. Does anyone know?” 


“No,” Percy shakes his head, rubbing his eyes. The storm falls even harder 
and Apollo shivers. Lester might catch a cold, but this isn't about him right 
now. “Only you. Caligula and Medea—they're dead. I made sure of it. Their 
fleet is...gone.” 


Apollo doesn't question the finality in his tone. Caligula might reform—all 
gods have symbols of power, after all, even some as disgusting as these 
wannabes. But he isn't sure of that, or of how long it might take. 


“Percy, you...” He hesitates. “Percy, why didn't you tell your father, at 
least?” 


Percy presses his lips together. He looks pale, like he might just fade away 
into the water. Apollo is too aware that's a real possibility, so he reaches out 
and takes his hand. It wouldn't do to have Percy Jackson, a newborn god, 
getting stuck in an incorporeal form. 


To his surprise, Percy squeezes his hand. “He—I haven't talked to him in a 
while. When I took that Colossus to Atlantis, it was the first time, ever since 
the battle. He... he didn't notice. And I knew what his reaction would be.” 


“Happiness,” Apollo spells it out. He knows his uncle. “You are his 
favorite.” 


“Some favorite. Couldn't spare a hello during the war,” Percy mumbles, 
bitter, with an undertone of pain that leaves Apollo breathless. This grief, he 


decides, this suffering... it should not be an emotion crowding Percy 
Jackson's soul—or essence. “I... I didn't know what to do.” 


“That's okay,” Apollo lies. It's not okay. Percy's ascension should've been 
celebrated. He should've been formally given his titles and domains. He 
should've been crowned as a prince and given his due of lands and rights 
and work. Instead, there's human grief. “That is workable. Percy, you need 
to go to Olympus—” 


“No,” Percy snaps, shaking his head. There are tears in his eyes, their color 
cracked with pain. Literally. There's green and blue and gold there. There's 
Rhea and Kronos. There's Poseidon. And even then, there's Sally Jackson. 
He can't help being captivated; Aphrodite's always said that tragedy can be 
so beautiful. He isn't sure he likes that it is, though, looking at Percy 
breaking down. “No, I don't want to be a god. I want this to go away. I want 
to be normal.” 


Apollo stares at him and feels his own tears prickling at the corners of his 
eyes with sympathy. “Percy, you can't.” 


“You're mortal,” Percy says, and squeezes his hand so hard he knows it'll 
bruise. It might affect his shooting. It doesn't matter. “You—you are mortal. 
Can he... can your dad take it away? The Fates? I, if he can, I'll go to 
Olympus—” 


“I'm mortal,” Apollo repeats, breaking in softly. Percy pauses with wide, 
fearful eyes. He says something he hasn't dared to address out loud ever 
since his trials started. “And it's eating away at me, Percy. I have an 
expiration date. On April 9th, I either ascend myself, or I die, Perseus. Not 
only to Python, but to my own essence, because it can't be held in mortal 
flesh. If anyone turns you mortal, which they won't because you 
spontaneously ascended, you'd be dead within a few months—years, if 
you're lucky.” 


“T'd be fine with that,” Percy says, rushing the words out, and the horror 
must show on his face because Percy hurries to explain. “I—I just want to 
be normal, Apollo. I didn't think I'd live past sixteen. I don't need to live 


eighty years, never mind an eternity. I just... I just want some life. I'd be 
fine with Elysium. I can reincarnate—” 


Apollo feels his heart breaking. “Percy, you won't go to Elysium if you 
die.” 


Percy goes deadly quiet. The storm rages on. “What?” 


“You don't have a soul anymore, Percy,” Apollo says, and reaches out 
gently to hold his face with his free hand. Percy flinches away and then 
leans in like he can't help it. Apollo's just glad he can offer some comfort. 
“If I eat away at Lester, there's only Chaos for me—or worse, Helios' own 
fate, to have the remnants of my consciousness cling to my symbols, my 
name, my legacy, without ever being able to take form. The same would 
happen to you. What you want... it is not attainable.” 


He sees the weight of his words settle over Percy, bringing his shoulders 
down like he's holding the world all over again. “No.” 


“T'm sorry,” Apollo says, and pulls him into a hug. Percy remains frozen, 
letting it happen. Apollo rubs his back, making sure Percy's head is resting 
on Lester's lanky shoulder. “Percy, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.” 


“Can't I give it to you?” Percy whispers, his voice coated with shock. 
“There... there has to be a way—” 


“No,” Apollo shakes his head, and Percy drops more of his weight down on 
him. “No. I'm so sorry, Percy.” 


He could tell Percy how it'll be. How he might spend years trying. How he 
won't be able to live a normal life like this; he should abandon school until 
he's able to get a handle on his godhood. He should tell his father. His 
mother, Paul. His girlfriend. 


But some things he won't accept until he goes through it. And some things, 
fate owes to Percy Jackson. High-school graduation is one of those. 
Watching his little sister grow is another. 


“T couldn't even save Jason,” Percy lets out. Apollo hears the start of a sob 
in his voice and within seconds, the rest comes pouring out; the rain gets 
strong enough that he fears California might be in danger of a hurricane. He 
pays it no mind as Percy's warm tears mix with the water dripping down his 
body. “I tried to heal him. I tried to save him. I couldn't even do that, gods, 
he was right there, Apollo, right there, and now he's gone and I can't do 
anything right—” 


“His death is on me,” Apollo whispers, closing his eyes. Grief and guilt 
wash over him. “I made a choice to protect Piper. He made a choice to do 
the same. You can't change fate. His time... it was due.” 


Percy only cries. 


Apollo holds him until the rain stops and he can barely keep his eyes open. 
Dawn is breaking. 


He sends him back home, and promises to visit and help him if he finishes 
his quest. 


“When,” Percy insists. “When you finish your quest. I trust you. You'll 
crush the other emperors, and Python, too. You’re doing great.” 


“Thank you,” Apollo nods, his lip wobbling. Then he clears his throat. 
“Now, Percy—focus on your mother and just... go.” 


He disappears. 


Apollo leaves his visit to Percy for last. 


He spent the day with Meg. He had lunch with the Jackson-Blofis family. 
He sang by the campfire with his children, his Oracle, and Nico di Angelo. 
He made sure to promise Emmie and Jo that he would provide anything that 
they needed for Georgina, including tutoring sessions with Rachel in 
regards to visions of the future, or the past. He watched the stars with Piper, 
listening to her Cherokee stories. 


The next day, he shows up at the door of Percy’s dorm. He’s unsurprised by 
the fact that he’s still going with school, but it’s not like he can condemn 
him for it; Apollo himself has made his way through several professional 
careers, and there’s nothing stopping Percy from having this part of his 
mortal life. 


He knocks. Percy opens the door within seconds and blinks down at him. “T 
knew you were there. Why are you wearing Lester?” 


Apollo looks down at his puny mortal body. “I’ll miss him. But—I suppose 
this conversation is best in my godly form.” 


He shoulders past Percy as he changes form, becoming taller and thicker 
than he is, blond curls framing his face. Apollo looks around the dorm room 
as Percy closes the door and notices it’s a single; nostalgia watches over 
him as he recalls his children pouring over the blueprints for New Rome 
University’s campus. Percy’s room overlooks a garden that’s already filled 
with mingling students, and vendors with their carts to sell coffee and 
hotdogs. 


“Who have you told?” He asks, because considering how no one had told 
him anything about this, Percy must still be keeping it a secret, which isn’t 
ideal. “Does your mom know?” 


“Yeah. Paul too,” Percy looks down at the floor, wiggling his socked toes. 
He’s biting his nails until they glisten with ichor. Seeing his blood as 
confirmation just makes Apollo’s heart ache for him. “I asked them to keep 
it quiet. I also... I told Annabeth.” 


The hesitation and pain in his voice is palpable. His eyes are so expressive, 
for better and for worse. “She didn’t take it well, did she?” 


Percy shrugs, walking over to the window to watch the students mingling 
underneath them. “No. I never thought she would. I don’t think we 
would’ve worked out even without this issue. It just... it just made it easier. 
For her. We still don’t know how to be friends again. It hurts.” 


Apollo sets a hand on his shoulder, squeezing. “You’ll figure it out. There’s 
nothing you can’t do.” 


“T guess,” Percy snorts, shaking his head. Then he turns his head at Apollo, 
and they’re standing too close already, since it’s not a very big window or a 
very big dorm, but Percy leans even closer, a hand pulling at the end of 
Apollo’s shirt with uncertainty. Percy’s eyes are begging. “Apollo, how 
long do I have?” 


He looks out, sighing. “To live a normal life? As long as you try to. But 
it’s... it’s miserable to ignore it, Percy. You’ll realize eventually, it’s best to 
embrace it. You can do all the things you want to, go to college, get 
married, have kids. Have a job. Grow old, even. No one will take that from 
you, but it’ll be different if you’re trying to deny that part of yourself. And 
eventually... you’ ll have to restart.” 


Percy’s lip wobbles, and he leans his head on Apollo’s shoulder. He’s 
shaking, and Apollo can’t help but to fully bring him into a reassuring hug. 
“I’m so scared.” 


Apollo closes his eyes for a brief second, running a soothing hand through 
Percy’s hair. “I know. It’s terrifying. To be honest with you, I feel like I’m 
in the same boat. I don’t feel like a god anymore. Mortality... it’s a 
beautiful, cruel, fulfilling thing. I understand now, why you’d want to go 
back to it.” 


“Godhood seems miserable,” Percy mumbles, lips pressed against his neck. 
There are tears wetting his skin, but that’s alright. “Lonely. Meaningless. I 
don’t—Apollo, I don’t want to forget. I don’t want to. I don’t want to 
lose... lose my humanity.” 


“You won’t,” Apollo grabs his shoulders and pulls him back, looking at him 
with a determined frown, speaking with his harshest, most honest voice. 
Percy’s eyes widen as he looks up at him, at his conviction. “You wont, 
Perseus Jackson. If I was able to regain a drop of consciousness, of empathy 
—then you will never lose it. I vowed to never forget, to Jason, what it felt 
like to be human. You shall live by that, too, and together... together, we 
can make it better. Make the gods better.” 


Percy stares at him with his mouth open, and then, almost as if locked in a 
spell, he goes up on his tiptoes and presses a chaste kiss against his lips. 


They blink at each other. Apollo clears his throat. “Thank you?” 


“Oh my gods,” Percy breathes out, his face getting red enough to put the 
color itself to shame. “Oh my gods—I’m so sorry, holy shit, it’s just, that, 
that was kinda nice of you to say and you’re, you’re nice, and you’re kinda 
hot, and you’re pretty, and your hair—” 


Apollo chuckles. “It’s—it’s fine. I just... Do you understand what I’m 
trying to tell you, Percy?” 


Percy's eyes look away from his own, out the window, but his body remains 
close. Apollo easily slips him into a hug again, resting his chin on top of his 
head. This is nice. He hasn’t had this in... forever. 


“I do,” Percy nods. Still looking out the window, he sighs. It sounds 
resigned. “I’m just thinking... I don’t think I’ll ever belong, Apollo. Not to 
Olympus, and now... not even here.” 


The words squeeze at his heart, and he can’t help but hug Percy harder, 
closing his eyes. “If it makes you feel any better, Percy... neither do I. Not 
anymore. We’re two singularities, standing on the line between mortality 
and godhood.” 


Silence, and then, softly: “At least we won’t get too lonely, will we?” 


Apollo drops a kiss against the top of Percy’s head. “No. We won’t be. But, 
Percy?” 


“Yeah?” 


“Next time... ask me out on a date instead,’ Apollo jokes, and smiles 
slightly at Percy’s amused snort. “Don’t worry, you've got plenty of time to 
think about it.” 


“Maybe you should ask me on one instead,” Percy retorts, leaning back to 
look up at him. “I can wait... as long as you’re here.” 


Apollo opens his eyes and looks into that kaleidoscope of color in his gaze, 
that swirl of the ocean. Catching light from the sunlight entering through 
the window, he doesn’t think he’s ever seen anything this pretty in his long, 
tiring existence. 


He wonders if this is how it feels, to find a companion that feels universal. 
A new Muse, not limited to art. The opposite of it; Percy will be the best of 
them. The most free. The most feared. The most loved. He can’t wait to see 
it. 


“T’ll be here,” Apollo decides, nodding, pressing a kiss against Percy’s 
forehead. ”I will.” 


The words burn with the oath. 

Percy smiles. “Thank you.” 

Author's Note: 
also btw ashilrak and i have a perpollo discord server! 
https://discord.gg/T7gZ39uwJG 


come join the cult :) 


